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what do you think about it ?   Particularly what did I think
about it ?

I wanted to know what he thought about it, but he encircled
his conclusions in a maze, and when finally he reached his
objective I was completely lost, and it required all my wits to
disentangle his meaning.

These visits, even if they left one bewildered, were stimu-
lating. Everyone else seemed mentally pale in comparison.
In the same way his novels, which I never read for the story's
sake but for the style only, made the other and more intelligible
novels seem cheap and mediocre. Few personalities have
impressed me to the same extent.

Rudyard Kipling, for instance, our neighbour fifteen miles
in the opposite -direction, a jolly little man with a schoolboy
humour, would not have seemed anything much if his eyebrows
had been shaved and one had not known his name. I am
sure that celibacy is the proper state for writers and thinkers
as much as for priests. Henry James was superior by virtue
of his celibacy, whereas Rudyard Kipling was wrung dry by
domesticity. When he had a good story to tell, Mrs. Kipling
always intervened to tell it better. If Rudyard Kipling were
called Jones, a very charming cheery Mr. Jones he would be,
but Henry James called Jones could only have been THE
Mr. Jones, the GREAT Mr. Jones, the ONLY Jones.

Mrs. W. K. Clifford once took me with her to a luncheon
given by Mrs. Humphrey Ward at her club. It consisted
purely of shining lights; I knew no one and was not known.
Nobody spoke to me. After lunch the door opened and Henry
James was announced. It was as though one had announced
the King. The whole party rose simultaneously to its feet,
and Uncle Henry, advancing towards them and espying me,
opened his arms in greeting and " folded me in an all-tender
embrace." The women looked at me wonderingly and asked
Mrs. Clifford who I was.

My only other girl friend besides Princess Margaret was
Mrs. Clifford's daughter Ethel. As a poet she was already
achieving success and promised a brilliant future. She was
beautiful, of a Burne-Jones type. She had the most exquisite
imagination : Barrie, Maeterlinck, James Stephens, Yeats and